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... At a Christmas party in 1929, I think, I was standing
with Elinor Wylie, to get air, at an open thirteen-story
window in Tudor City, About four in the morning. The
tiniest possible poppings sounded. Infinitely tiny, clear
black figures ran over the snow. Ant-like silhouettes very far
below. One fell. Elinor was of opinion that it was police
chasing gangsters. But there was nothing about it in the
papers next day. I suppose one never sees these things.
"Then Sir Bedivere departed. And went to the sword and
took it up. And went to die waterside and there he bound the
girdle about the hilts and then he threw the sword as far into
the water as he might."
. . . The graceful figures of the young cops appear from
round the corner of the luncheon shop. They are wiping
their lips with the backs of their hands. CHOW MEIN
15 cts. Cops must lunch. . . . The last four knights did
many battles upon the miscreant Turks and they died
upon a Good Friday, for God's sake. And so the whole
Round Table is dissolved. No, I suppose one never sees these
things. These are vast cities and one's chance of seeing
outrages is about that of winning the Gros Lot in the French
State Lottery.
§
We were coming last night from the pictures in East Four-
teenth Street. We had seen a Soviet film of the fabulous
Red General who played havoc with the Whites. I will
make the singular confession that it had made me feel good,
if only in the movies, to see and hear a machine-gun at work
and to see its effect on troops—marching, not up against a
wall.
. . . We were going down University Place, in jammed
crowds, flanked by jammed traffic, under the spray of light-
signs.
... A taxi emerged from East Thirteenth Street, fol-
lowed by a small crammed car. There was a too familiar
unmistakable crack; something, much too familiarly,
brushed the rim of my hat ... from Clarksvilie, Tenn.

